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III' bidders went lip
- He quickly, 1 hi t to tin.1

breathless crowd
.'ant now blackened
every housetop anil
choked Bowen street
wit!) a macs of ui- -

t ll wlnto fiiees touched with tho
jv of uv. it 11. 1 as if the com-- I

p y ; u.niMi i.v. . Before the
I ! 1, cil 'i
L fi tl).;. h I nl li il, swaying

r. a : ,1 th'. ii.: Hmg, a dozen faces
i .) ' '1 il th. I j ,n r windows hcslilo
t M v ,11) 1) 1 charge, beckonine;
f' 'II. lor

! iheie:'' I'.nitcn fried wilu
r ' 'iiic )iervoun te)ii-ioi- ) v.'hich
li ' Mt .imvii since IkivIiik Ids rooms.

A t, ,' Icuiieil out of tho upper win-c- !

iw, w. .r), 1 over twice, striklnpr tho
Ti'ip r crt nsioti of tho hulilers, and fell
lii t'i' i (root. The crowd groaned.
A si I i' jure fclood out on a window

1 I, Uiu. wins up its arms, with .1

blif'll :y Uiovc beastly than human,
l'.tiit, 1 'If out toward the ladders now
U iii!',-- i'v,r toward tho building. It
v a wntuai). She actually touched

of tLe hidibV rott))ds with her lln-- f

i and fa n seeoud tho crowd
t uil.t s!;'.' had st'"sl --'d It, but for

h a The body shot down-,- v

d. i'd Barton and Gordon closed
tl cjs and Involuntarily put thalr
1 rds up over their ears to shut out tho
1 sound. Again tho crowd
( ' rd. r nd a wild beast yell arose.

1. 1 ft' blanket!" somu one sltriek-- 1

e,' 1 It vas only after tho whole
t ; s history that Bowen
t led t'i"r owintv to tho narrow

ltd he broken pavements the
! lit was fatally hindered in all

ts and the wajjon carrying
t I ft b nUet had overturned at a
(. in;; the driver and maliuli :
1 IV lic sea so tliat It had to o

t Mai; 1 out another Indictment for
1 1 r i.. uuut a municipality whl?li

i v t y robs the people of IN
rl lit. ' order to keep the wheels of
t ii'-ii- l tii'M-lun- moving. What

: ii livis I'linipared with tho
f of otlii e :!' tin- - plunder that Is a
I f m;iiK-a- l .nil"c to the powers
t .

'1 ' 'I f 11 ri'-- i r and Ioih-Irm- Hip
- 1' V H li' UI of the

if w.:- - t.'iiil.in;-- v il Ii her bur-- I

tin 11 a "iif that
Ira 0 Ju .'i ( i m as Inn;;

- (in ,t.'ii-i- iniiami wo nil
,iiid I . .,1m' rt.

M m, i:nd

'r'l u '
vi 11 two 1,1, ,i iied

:i ,1., !i' '. lid lieaM-- J for
' 1.1 ' 'ill' ladder v i. !i

' lie ."'I'm" 11 vas l!)i':i.
'11 I -- r r, .n.he.1 the

il ie. At tip' other u :n- -

il' "- - i.n bl'i.';'('d 111

'i n.1,1 , furms were
i

' n'l .1 .'uwi at the
-f . e. 11. ,,Mer. The

w I, I - i. thiuiitrh the roof,
. nop r ,111 t !," , iii.luw next

1" - ."In I1..- - ladder fell back
i '. .ill this In

I'l mill-- . It t'i,,!. to be burned
,'i v. I, r : ,1 de:. id win 11 hi.

I I "tiif'l - lii a in rpeiiilieiiliii'
' ;ih'il h 11 had pushed It

I ' ' i i e U ,il 11 s'f " Mraii'.lil, tho
fi) r. Ij'nire of 1: in silhouel-t- i

'11st ho bliiziiur wall, and then
t fi I'mnt of the house, wilh a
1 i"" H' 1 Miih'T' t 'ilnine iii a sicken.
i.t'r' 1 . ii or do Ml), f' over Into tho
Mr r, Li'iv in in one mintded nuihs Uie
Cr leui who had been stiindine; mi tii(.
l.iililii', hi - companion at the foot and
the irov.d in the strei t that, eauyht in
n I imp Ltd not oseapu even If there
1 d li. i'i t.n.e to i;lo warnlii;' of tho
1 ui .'i r.

1 or one awful Koeond Cordon and
Itiitou, wlio hud been slnudln;; Just

ut id" the reach of the falling wall,
I i, 1 into the blaint; Interior of the
t' U' 1. nt. I' lcures within that ioarlin
1' p. ee leaped down Into it from i)ou
in ii i',lo ledges. Otliei s Juiillii d 111

tiie boot, They looked llko ;;reat
j- Is 1 .ipiiij,; Into Jets of (liinie. Then
v 11 a divfi iiiu.T craidi the reiuaiiiliiy
t Will- - f. 11 Inward. The rear wall
II el in d nidiiiK for a minute, then
h 1 i d hi: I er.ished backward upon
tm lower buildings behind, where at
niiee tin r,.'.i' out in 11 do.eii places.
Ii the 11,1, hi., U M'ciucil as if Hie ail
i"i id. nl l.le d with utiiiius, with ap--

'Is, with cries that were like curses,
1 ' wills of spirits Unit had ben de
in I 11 cart My huppUiiss and by the
M' d of Bel, ii 111.. 11 bad now been con
h sued to c nil' t torments In the
other world, them to be subject to the
furt' 3' ragp, to uo eeasolets Ruffeii-ii- i

that e'li'th d brr,un mid h II custod I

to pi rpi tnat" j
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nto idiaiieks loriu of horror, h,
'althfttl to your charr.e. both poll
lown torrcther mto that i,rau' of llr.
vho shall deliver your eulogy, win
'.mil rear your monument V I'or 0111

inons th'ise who leaiied Into the street
veil Ion;; enough to tell your story
nil to say that you tan back Into the
nirniiiK bulldliiK to warn .sleeping

and then was Ktiatched away
I'roin the window, from the only place
if possible re.seue, by the very men and
women wakened out of suffocntlliK
death. If there Is reward or compen-
sation In the world beyond, the pood
t!od has surely folded you into the
ale of pleasure, into the paradise of

childhood's playground, that eternity
will provide. I'or you never know
what play meant here.

As the rear wall fell, crusliin, in tV
roofs of the smaller houses near and
spreading the lire Into the adjolnlns
blocks David Barton gripped .lohn Cor-
don's arm tlcht and exclaimed: "The
wind W changing! Hope IIouso will ro
next!"

They were on the corner next to Hope
House, and the horror of the whole sit-

uation was suddenly Inteusilled If pos-

sible ny the danger which now threat-
ened the one building in the whole
ward that r 'prei-eate- humanity at its
best. The wind had changed to tho
east. The rain was Inereaslu','. It eamn
down in a i.tei dy cold that had no ef-

fect on tho tiro except apparently to
Increase lis fury. The awful confusion
was inercaslsi every moment. The
alarm had been sent in for the entlro
department. In almost a second's time
the mass of low wooden tenements that
stoed crowded together o'l both sides
of Hope House was bursting with lire.
Tho jnaddencd. panic smitten people
were carrying their goods out into tho
streets. Under the shapeless mass of
hot bricks and twisted Iron beams In
Bowen street human forms could be.
seen here a face staring up, here a
hand, a foot, a trunk of formless hor-
ror. The whole pile hcemed a writhing,
tangled heap of human agony. Croan
and erics burst from it that were

The mass had fallen to near
to tho two men that some of the bricks,
lay at their feet. Before either realized
what he wiui doing they were both d'g-ging-

the ghastly mound. Hope Ilouyn
forgotten for the lime being. Their
hands were burni.il and torn by tho hot
bricks and splintered beams. Barton
especially seemed Insp'red with unu.Mi-a- l

strength. He was drenched to tho
bUln. His light overcoat was soon 11

mass cf tattered rags. He was llft'n;;
a beam that lay across a liguro that
had moved a hand thrust out of tho
debris. Gordon was helping htm.

"It's Mrs. Caylor!" Gordon exclaimed
as the fneo of the llgure appeared.

The woman was crushed Jnto a siek-rnJn- y

physical mass, but she was .ilivo
und con.'cloiis,

"It's Mr. Gordon. Mrs. Caylor!" said
John, with a nib, as he tenderly wiped
the l'aco and with Burton's belli lifted
off the beam that had crushed her.

The woman yasped and spoke feebly,
but clearly:

"Do you thin!; I'll see I.ouleV lie wan
a good hoy a good boy."

"Yes, yi."i. Mrs. Caylnr. and hlsliody'j
straight noiv, and he's out of pain."

"A good boy. Yes. out of p- - ' now."
she murmured. Cordon and Barton
lifted the form and carried it over to
Hope House entrance. There was no
need of words. Xo othir place was
possible. As yet the lire had nut
touched it. The crowd that surged
through Bowen sheet hud suddenly
left everything else unsaved to protect
Hope House, Miss Andrews was out
by that tangled heap of torture and
death, digying with her hands at the
moii'driiiis-pile- , working with a nian'n
energy and shaming more than one
man by her calm but ilctormWd cour-
age.

But Hope House had suddenly come
to mean moie in a few seconds than it
had meant in a dozen years t. the peo-
ple. That silent, pale, icsolute, uwfu'ly
patient woman who had been olug
them n slstlessly ;.i these years, who
was now oer there digging at the liv-
ing graves of the people, v. iiat of the
place called her home, the center of
her benignant inllueiiceV II should not
perish. The people of Bowen street
Burroundcd the place and fought death
for a grim hour, aided by re enfoiee-nienti- i

of the department. In almost
u dream of action Barton and Cordon
luid participated In this wild fury of
defense. They Hist carried the body
of Mrs, Caylor into the hall. As they
laid it down both knew Unit what they
laid dowti vus a lifeless, shapeless
heap of bones and llebh. Shu was with
Louie now

On tm other kUIo of .Ionian,
ill Die sweet HcMh of BOn
Wlifi'e t.'iu trio of life Is lilootnlllR.

Tho men r.ished out to Iho defense,
nnil in that ii".t hour Waterside dis-

trict witnessed us heroic a as
nny age of chivalry ever boastid. It
was not an occasion for the depart-
ment to dictate any rules or methods
of procedure. The people made rules,
They tore down buildings, Hung them
bcI-- cs tivon tlainln;; fraitinents,
Mumped under foot and literally beat
back the fury of the eneliellng Hiv
And Hope Houki' was saved. When it
was all over, tho building stood black
enul, defaced, scorched, but Intact
and lulu tn archway came slreauilnv
a daik procession of forms bearing
dreadful burdens, which were laid Ii
straight rows through the hall and on
the lllirnry floor. Before the gra.x
dawn hioke Uirough the pall of smoke
dripping with a drilling air that pen
drilled even the warmly dressed curb
risers on the boi'lovards. there were
forty sn n forum lying side by F.ltJn oi
the fjiji r of Hope House, and under tin
ghost - UK 'id hurt-- many raui'o uu
man 1l.1i" d to guet-s- ,

.lohn Cordon found Miss Andrew?
siill nt work out bv tin.' ruins
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"You must stop and eat something,"
he said gently, but llrmly. And 11s ho
spoke he laid his hand on her arm.

Shu was bearlni; 011 her face and per-
son the marks of her despe'ralo energy.
But she had never censed to be Grace
Andrews, calm, self poised, patient, In-

domitable, but never hysterical or
nervous,

A faint color appeared In her face,
nnd Mie let Gordon bring her some-
thing to eat. Sin.' tasted It sitting on a
beam near the ruins. The firemen, who
knew her, never thought or refitsii g
her a place with (he workers. Through
the dawn up Into the Increasing light
of the awful day that revealed new
horrors she worked on, and Cordon
and Barton silently worked beside her.

Tito great excitement had kept Bar-
ton ncned up to the occasion. As the
dawn broke, however, tho strain was
too severe for the frail tenement. 11c
felt something simp somewhere, and
his eyns blinded ;iS he staggered over
the ruins. He brushed back tho hair
that hung matted and dripping over
his forehead and tried to steady him-
self. There was a child's arm protrud-
ing from a mass of plaster and bricks
at which he had been working as in a
nightmare, sobbing and coughing, and
alternately cursing and praying. Gor-
don was several feet away, lifting 11

beam with Miss Andrews.
He straightened up and saw It nil in

a inis-- t that darkened swiftly. Again
he brushed his hand over his forehead
and tried by all the exercise of his will
to keep from falling, but the next mo-

ment ho reeled, stumbled against a
projecting timber and fell face down-
ward. The lingers of the child, wide!)
had been moving slightly, touched his
warm cheek. When .lohn Cordon came
over to lift Barton up. the child's arm
encircled Barton's neck.

Gordon gently unclasped the arm
and, lifting up his friend, carried him
into Hope Ilo'ise. As lie laid him down
Baruin opened his eyes and whis-
pered, "Never mind tne, save the oth-
ers."

Gordon kneeled and kissed Barton's
forehead, and, leaving him in charge
of one of tho residents, he went out to
the work. When lie and Mb-- s Andrews
hud dug out the child, it had breathed
its last. Miss Andrews kissed the

face, and tho first tear that
Gordon had ever seen her felled fell on
the body.

"One of our children In tho kinder-
garten. Oh, my God! I'or this .slaugh-
ter of the Innocents who shall be
eounUd guilty':''

She carried the child Into the house,
and when she came back there was an
added divinity of righteous indignation
In her blue eyes, added sadness in the
lines of her patient face.

Day broke on Waterside district.
Ward l'i. over a scene that had never
before been witnessed in nny part of
the city. There had been very many
tires before this horror of tenement
house fire, Ward IN. lint 110 disaster
had ever before been marked by such
sickening slaughter of children. In No.
01, Mr. Marsh's double decker, twenty-nin- e

children were burned or crushed
to death. In the other blocks twenty-thre- e

more were victims of the falling
wall or the night's exposure. Seventy-liv- e

families were instantly beggared,
saving only the clothes they wore, and
left without u roof to shelter or a cent
to pay for bread. Great plies of value-
less furniluie and bedding filled the
streets and alleys, seaked by the rain
which continuid all day. Hope House
stood solitary and alone, choked with
he doad and the living, among whom
llss Andrews moved with an angel's

pity and a commander's firmness. She
was perfectly self possessed and know
Just what to do next. I'lider her lead-- 1

rship order grew out of awful confu-
sion, and Hope House, transferred into
a ho.pital, knew at once that she who
had b"en the giaciolis head of the .se-
ttlement was also its director under the
shadow of this fearful calamity.

Barton had In en carried into one of
the resident's rooms. When Cordon
came In to see him after he had yielded
to sent in by the de-

partment, Barton was lying so pale and
still that Gordon feared the end had
come, but the great eyes opened In a
moment, and Barlou whispered:

"Take me up to my 10,1ms, John.
Williams is used to caring for nie, and
I am in the way here."

"In the way! Miss Andrews," Cor-
don spoke to her as she appeared at
the door of the 100)11, "is my friend Mr,
Barton in the way here':"

"In the way! I feared you had
pushed on, Mr. Barton, when I saw
you can led Into the house by Mr. Gor-
don. You are not able to bo moved.
The exposure"

"The exji-sur- did tne good!" Barton
Interrupted almost roughly. "Send for
a carriage.-Iohn- . I can go easily enough.
I fn luted out there. I'm not used to
night work. They iaed Hope House,
Miss Andrews'?"

"Yes. thank God," she said softly,
Bven with all the horrors of that night,
and the awful sight out in the hall and
library, she t'- -lt a thrill at the thought
that the peoylo had loved her a little.

"Gel me out of here, .lohn," Barton
said again as MNs Andrews stepped
back into the hall and resumed hir
work. "It's the beginning of the end,
and I don't want It to come to me
here."

Gordon did not remonstrate. Under
other circumstances ho might have
done so. When ho had first entered the
loom, he had partly closed the door, but
til" groans, the shrieks for mercy, the
walls of friends discovering relatives
in the filles of crushed humanity out
oil Hie ll'nr, had swept Into the room
and Barton had shrunk down in the
lied and shuddered. Conk 11 went out,
closed the door ami ordered a carriage
for Barton. When It came, hu went to
help Burton get ready. To Ids amaze-
ment, he was up and waiting. When ha
got up off the bed 011 which he was sit-

ting, he reeled 'ill Ills feet mid Would
have fallen if Gordon had not put an
arm about him.

"You are not able to leave!"
"I am, I tell joii! I will never die

here. I'll live long enough to get to my
rooms. And I'll live long enough to
write up this horror too. The day of
judgment ought to begin today for
some of the people in this God fori'aken
metropolis, .lohn. There's your friend,
Mr. Marsh! I suppose the building was
insured. He never lost anything, ehV
Not that sort!"

Gordon supported him through tho
hull, and litiilon, In splto at h.a tre-
mendous wiU power, iioiu y fainted at
the sights mid sounds there.' Miss An

drows was helping one of the surgeons.
A great crowd thronged the entrance
to Hope House, and Gordon had great
dllllculty In getting Barton out to the
carriage.

He put him Into It and was stepping
In himself when Barton pulled the
door and told the driver to go 011.

Gordon hesitated.
"You're needed here. Go on, driver.

I'll promise to live till tomorrow, John.
Go In and help her. She needs some
one."

The carriage started slowly on ac-

count of the crowd. Gordon waved a
silent goodby, When the carriage was
out of Bowen street, Barton fainted.
He lay like a dead man In a corner of
the carriage, and when the driver
reached Ids rooms and got down to
open the door he was frightened at the
sight of what looked like a corpse 111

the carriage. He and Williams carried
Barton in, and before noon Barton lay
in a tremendous fever, which the dec-to- r

said was a clear case of pneumonia.
"Can't save him," the doctor said to

William curtly. "I'll tend tip the lust
nurse we've got. Hut Barton might as
well .".hoot himself as do what he did
Inst night."

Down at Hope House all day John
Gordon, Grace Andrews, the assistants
and n score of surgeons worked to save
life, with heart breaking doubt In their
souls as they labored as to the future
fate of the mangled, crushed, burned,
maimed humanity that did not merci-
fully die. In the feverish horror of It
all, as the work of searching the rnlm
went on mid dense throngs of curiosity
soakers clinked all the district, John
Gordon was aware of one prominent
llgure that was apparently omnipres-
ent Tommy Katidall. He was on hand,
cheerfully encouraging those who had
lost everything, securing temporary
quarters for those who were wander-
ing bewildered through the streets or
sitting dumb and stolid on their dam-
aged piles of household goods, dlstrlb
uting wagon loads of bread and coffee
and in several cases liuntlnjf up los
children and bringing together families
that had become separated during the
confusion.

Once as lie stepped out of the hall for
a moment to get a breath of fresh a
Gordon almost ran Into Kandall. whj
had one child by the hand and another
In his arms, both of them devourln,
sandwiches. Kandall nodded to Gor-
don, but did not speak, and Gordon
stepped back without saying anything.
But all the rest of the day he had a
vision of Tommy Kandall and those
children.

Both morning and evening papers
contained full accounts of the "Tene-
ment Fire Horror on Bowen Street."
The News printed a list of names of
property owners, and I'hllo H. Marsh's
name was prominent among them as
owner of the "double decker fire trap,"
as it was labeled. Every paper in the
city had an editorial on the subject,
but only one of them, the Index, called
attention to the fact that for years the
nature of the construction had ben
fully known and nothing done becausn
city polities did not wish to Interfere
with property owners who paid a cer-
tain amount of blackmail for the privi-
lege of ignoring city ordinances. A

special meeting of the city council,
called to eor.svJer the condition of the
pei pie in the ruined district, took ac-

tion to provide temporary quarters for
the homeless. Meanwhile public indig-
nation cooled almost as fast as the
rules in Bowen street, when It was

that several prominent men and
women had subscribed thou-
sand dollars to the survivors and hat
as one result of the lire a set of model
tenement buildings would be built in
the burned district. John Cordon, read-
ing all this in moments when he rested
from the miat strain that continued
for many days, could not repress a
strong feeling (that nothing lint Chris
thin grace kept from being bitter ha-

tred of ehissi that the real cause of
all the horror had not bicn touched by
all the editors and all the public i'

iit. The landlords were not ar-
rested for anarchy in breaking ordi-
nances which if obeyed would have
made the massacre of children impos-d-lile- .

The professional politicians and
spoilsmen continued to hold their
Iila I's and plan for future plunder of
the people. Tommy Kandall, boss of
Ward IS, was winning golden opinions
from the sufferers by his Ialsh distri-
bution of food and clothing and shel-
ter. The disaster was a godsend to
Tommy. How should the poor, Igno-
rant, stolid pnoplc of Bowen street
know that the bread and coffee and
beer and clothing and colllns that Tom-
my Kandall distributed with such
cheerfulness and good will wire bought
with money which men like Mr. Marsh
and Mr. Kufiis Coidou had paid as
part price for being let alone in their
business methods'?

How should the people know that
Tommy Kandall "touched" the pocket
of every saloon keeper and every keep-
er of a disreputable house and every
prominent criminal in Waterside dis
trict to get the sinews of political war?
And what difference if he did, as Miss
Andrews had so often told them?
Wherever the money came from. It
bought the things the people needed,
and Tommy was the best friend they
had. Flowers at christenings, turkeys
during the holidays, Jobs on the street
force, a stand-i- with the city hall-w- hy,

even Miss Andrews and Hope
House had no such gifts for the people.
To be sure Hope House was a good
tiling, and Miss Andrews was all
right, but Tommy Kandall was the
peoplo's friend, and "we'll never go
back on Tommy" was the settled con-

viction of every man in tho ward who
owed ids joli to Tommy. Surely, O
boss of Ward 18, you understand your
business as well as If you were an an-

gel of light. "Hats olf to the ward
boss," nays the devil, as Ids best agents
In corrupting the modern city file by In
the great human review of the Ameri-
ca 11 city. The republic may have a
president, but tho municipality sup-
ports a king.

When Gordon went up to see Barton
at the ml of the most harrowing day
ho hr.d ever known, ho found his friend
raving with fever. He did not know
Gordon. The nurse was In charge with
Williams, and all Gordon caulil do was
to drop a tear on Barton's face as hi
khsed tho buruliifj forehead and exnc

solemn prtmibe from Williams t

end for him at once whaii'ver tho u

vas near. Then back nxan to iisr
lays' esper ce that a;; 'ii him, hi
iroitaht out . II hi5 iT3urve force air

Two ovents In thoso three days stand
out sharp und distinct in the llfo o
.lohn Gordon.

The first event was I1I3 deepening ac-

quaintance with Graco AndrewB.
Working together sldo by side during
those three days, they rapidly grew to
respect and have confidence In each
other. Grace Andrews amazed Gordon
by her courage, her infinite patience,
her profound pity for suffering, her en-

durance under circumstances so terri-
ble that more than one of the men resi-
dents In the house fainted away at the
sight of some of the bodies taken from
the ruins. In several Instances Gordon
felt confident that Miss Andrown loved
the dying back into life. She moved
among them like on angel of God. At
the most painful examinations, at the
most critical operations, she was pres-
ent, a benediction and a pence. More
than once during those days Gordon
found himself thinking of Grace An-

drews lit a way he had never yet
thought. He had never given her cred-
it for a sweet hearted tenderness, fas-
cinating in Its disclosure or an abso-
lutely pure and gentle nature, feeling
for all the woes of life. He had al-

ways admired her steadiness of pur-
pose, her untcrrltled patience, her deep
seriousness of motive. But he had nev-
er before witnessed her womanly senti-
ment, brought into prominence by this
sudden stroke of suffering. It all add-
ed to the definition he was making of
her. it all enriched his faith in her
purpose and her saerlliees. In all this
there was not a hint of anything senli-ment-

on his own part. The awful-nes- s

of all those surroundings during
that memorable week would have
made any such thought Impossible
even If he had been other than be was,
the farthest possible removed from sus-
ceptibility. The one Impression that
he received from a nearer view of her
character was a conviction that she
was a woman who had rare capability
for loving and being loved, and he
even went so far in his thinking as a
result of this Impression that he tried
to Imagine the character of the man
who might possibly win such a great
and affectionate nature.

The other event was an unexpected
Interview with I.uella Marsh. The
Kev. Paul Falmouth had come down
to see Gordon and offer help of various
kinds to Miss Andrews from his church
young people's society. As he was
getting ready to leave he said to Gor-
don: "It seems to mo now is the time
for Miss Andrews and you to bring
pressure to bear on Mr. Marsh. While
the horror Is still keen and public
sentiment is favorable you ought to
persuade him to do something. lie
will probably rebuild. Do you know'?"

"I don't know anything about it.
Why has he not been down here'?"

"Gordon" Falmouth spoke with quiet
earnestness "do you know Mr. Marsh
Intimately? I understand your relation
to the family. I believe I know his
characteristics better than you do. At
least 1 know this he Is morbidly sensi-- i

five In the matter of viewing human
j suffering. Do you suppose"

Gordon's face darkened. Was It pos-- I

nible that any man would run away
from duty like this? All his respect for
Marsh and ids feeling for him as the
father of I.uella were at once swept
away by the thought of the man's

cowardice. A tremendous tide
of indignation took possession of him
as he recalled Marsh's pitiable action
at the time he visited the tenement.

'

Would he deliberately shirk his respon-- I

Nihility in the matter of the tire and the
opportunity now offered him to re
build?

"I'll go and see him if you say so,"
Falmouth volunteered as he went
away.

"I wish you would," Gordon replied.
And he added In a tone that spoke of a
personal passion Unit was nearer anger
than any feeling hu ever experienced:
"If he doesn't come down hero before
night, I mean to go and see him myself.
I want to know from his own lips the
cau-- e of his absence."

The day went by, and Mr. Marsh did
not appear. That evening Gordon told
Miss Andrews his Intention. She made
no comment of any kind. Cordon wait-
ed a moment and then asked a ques-
tion:

"How far is Mr. .Marsh responsible
for all this suffering, for these deaths'?"

"Cod will judge him. not I." she an-

swered, her blue eyes filled with a light
that more than once during the week
Gordon hud noticed as peculiar to her.

"1 want to say the right thing to him.
But I am afraid I shall lose mv Judg-
ment !n the matter," he said as he hes-

itated. Miss Andrews did not offer any
suggestion, and Gordon at once went
out and took the lirst ear that made
connections with uptown lines.

It was not until he stood on the fa-

miliar steps that he realized la some
degree what he was about to do. The
chance of meeting I.uella was so small
that he had not given it any thought,
lie had not seen her since his inter-
view with her, and while he was heart
hungry for the kind of love that was
being denied him, the experiences
through which lie had been since go-
ing to Hopu House, tlie appalling char-
acter of the disaster for which l.uella's
father was at least in large part re-

sponsible, for tho time being obscured
his personal affairs. It can truly bo
said that as he gave bis name to the
servant and asked to see Mr. Marsh
he was nervlttg himself for the inter-
view, with I.uellu in second place at
least.

lie went into the hall reception room
and hud only just sat down when I.u-

ella ct.tered. He rose and faced her
and saw at once that some mistake had
been made by thu servant. I.uella was
deeply agitated. Sho was hardly able
to say:

"I was told a visitor wished to see
me-"-

"1 called to sou Mr. Marsh," said
Gordon quietly, but his pulses wero
beating high,

For a moment they stood looking at
each other nnd each noted something
even under the stress of the situation.

John saw that tho proud attitude was
marked by a sadness that had left Its
murk on a beautiful face so clearly
that he said to himself, "She loves rae
siill!" I.uella noted In her former lover
an added dignity and nobility and said
to herself, "Ho Is a man; not a storo
model liko Penrose!" And thero wero
two hearts beating high lu tho short
tlleuce.

"Father Is not at home. Ho is oat of
tho city," she ninnnged to say, but her
Hp trembled In splto of all her efforts.

Gurdon took a stef toward tl:

"May I ask when he went away?"
"I believe he left three days ago."
"The morning after Uiu liru mound

Hope Housoi"
"Yes."
There was another silence. Gordon's

mind went Into a tumult.
"May 1 ask when ho expects to re-

turn?"
"I think tomorrow or the next day."

Shu was recovering bur equanimity,
but she resented his questions.

"Will you kindly ask him to come
down to Hope House and see me on a
matter of business when he returns?"

"Will you state the business?" She
put the question as coldly as he had
put his.

"Certainly." Passion had the reins
now and was lashing him hard. "Please
tell your father I want to ask him how
far he considers himself responsible for
the murder of over sixty cliildreii and
the ma lining of a score more 011 ac-

count of the illegal tenement he con-

structed on Bowen street." It was
the severest thing he had ever said
to I.uella, but his excuse was found
In the agony that filled Hope House at
that minute.

".Murder, did you say?" l.uella's eyes
biased. She stepped towaid John Gor-
don and confronted him defiantly. "Do
you realize what you are saying?"

"Do I? Oh, I.uella, If you had seen
what 1 have seen dining the last three
days" Gordon broke down so sudden-
ly that I.uella was overwhelmingly em-

barrassed. It was no secret with her
heart that the man had her love; at
least she was wretched without him,
even If she was not yet willing to live
with him where he chose to live. To
see him sitting there now, with his
face covered, smote her proud nature
so hard that in a moment she would
have been kneeling beside him and
promising to go with him anywheie,
to leave every social pleasure she
prized, for the love of his heart.

But how should John Cordon know
anything of all that? When he looked
up he saw her standing very still and
very white, staring at him in a ques-
tioning way. And in an almost matter
of fact tone he began to relate tho
facts about .Mr. Marsh's relation to the
disaster. lie told the facts in quite a
dispassionate manner. In reality he
was exercising a great repression. And
lie noticed as he drew near the end
that I.uella was listening like one who
was being told certain things for the
Urst time.

"I never knew that father owned
any property on Bowen street," she
said in a low voice when Gordon
stopped.

John Gordon rose. His heart was sore
over everything connected with Mr.
Marsh's conduct. He bad not a single
excuse to offer for him.

"Do you believe me?" T.uella cried
with her old flaming up.

"I have no reusoti to disbelieve you.
You are not to blame for your father's
guilt."

"It is a great grief to me," she said
situ ply. "Over sixty children! 1 could
not read the details of the tho disas-
ter. Father took the paper out of my
hands that morning, it made tne sick,
und and you know how sensitive fa-

ther has always been at th" sight of
suffering, lie could not bear to hear of
it or look at il. I am made in the same
way. It is all too horrible."

"If it is horrible to look at, what do
you think it is to feel it?" John Cordon
asked grimly. And as he asked the
question Grace Andrews' face, with its
tender, e'eep blue eyes, flashed up be-

fore him, and for the first time in ids
life he compared her with ia, siui- -

j ply in the matter of capability to bear
the sins and sorrows of humanity.

I.uella looked at him gravely and
shook her head. And then John Gor-- 1

don rose.
"You are not going?" she said before

sho realized. And then the color flooded
her face, and she stood, proud woman
as she was, with bowed head, as con-- ;

seiou.'i as a girl who has made somu
little social mistake.

Again if John Gordon had said, "I.u-ell-

I will never go from you if you
will ask me to remain!" she would have
given her whole life into his keeping
and followed him to the earth's end for
tlie love of him. But how was he to
know all that? All ho saw was a wo-

man who quickly recovered from a
momentary confusion, and he said:
"You must excuse me; I came to see
your father. I am very anxious to see
him and shall be under obligations vj
you if ho can come down to Hope
House as soon as he returns."

j He turned and walked out Into the
hall, where he turned again toward her
und gravely bowed.

"Good evening." he said coldly. He
said It coldly because his heart was
heating bo fiercely that he was afraid
to betray his emotions. She did not
say a word, only looked at him as he
slowly walked to thu door. As he
opened It she said in a whisper. "John:"

He never heard. Is love then both
blind and deal"? Yea; It is sometimes,
when the lovers are both high spirited.
strongly individual and sensitive. Ami.
alas for John Cordon, hu neither saw
nor heard, and walked out Into the
night, wretched at heart and cast down
in his emotions. When he was gone,
Ltteila laid her head again on her arms,
aud when Mr. Penrose a little later
sent In his card sho excused herself
from seeing him owing to illness. It
was the world old illness, which love
creates when It Is battled, buffeted, dis-

honored or misunderstood.
John Gordon had not been back to

IIope House ten minutes when Wil-

liam's called him up and said that Bar-

ton waa conscious and liaC called for
his friend. Gordon at once went out
aud was sooa by Barton's side.

Tho tuirse and doctor and Harris
were there and Gordon know that Bar-

ton's hour had come. Tho first word
that Barton spoke was a request that
he be permitted to talk to Gordon alone.

Tho others went into the next room,
and Gordon kneeled and put hit) hand
on that of Ids fiicnd.

"John," 'Barton whispered Jn Ills old
whimsical manner, "the old cough Ii
like a dally paper, It h.ts the last word,
No use to reply or explain. The editor
can get back at you In the next num-
ber. 'I'm done for,' as the pancake said
when It was turned over."

He stopped and with great effort
raised up a little. Gordon supported
lilui,

"There, I feel a little easier. I never
wanted to die lying down. What I

twitted to say, John, ihere are two let-
ters, love letieM, John, from the old

are In my desk. Head them when I

inn gone. The second one only catne
this morning. I don't know what hi In
It, But you open and read It."

Cordon was crying. He could not
keep back the tears of affection. Ills
love for Barton was almost like that
of tlu love between man and woimni,

"Don't cry, John. What's the differ-
ence? There's one thing I hopc-y- oii

mid I.uella the cough's going to get
me. Don't let people look at me. I'm
not a handsome man as 1 used to be.
There's one thing"

The voice sank, and yet even in that
last struggle the change from his ap-
parent flippancy to the profoundest
seiioiisness was like the change from
sun to shade. "One thing, John. Once
you said I never loved any one. I'o
left some books and things to Hope
House. There's money enough to bury
me- directions in desk don't have a
procession over a mile long." The
Milce came back to Its seriousness
again. "You said I never loved any
one Grace Andrews John you under-
stand" The eye spoke the rest. And
In the tumultuous grief that flooded
John Gordon's soul he tilled in the
broken gaps of that soirowful but
flagrant romance. The voice was a
whisper when It spoke again. "Ne use,
don't tell her only add to her burden
Cod blets her best woman lu this city

she"
Tlie voice went out altogether, and

John Cordon icalized that the spirit
of that brae heart would soon cease
from all the earth's struggles. He
summoned the doctor again and tlie
nurse and Harris came In. There was
nothing to do, Gordon held his hand
as the night deepened. Near midnight
he rallied and whispered to Gordon,
with a smile: "I love you, John. Good-
by."

At 1! o'clock his spirit quietly went
out like a child falling asleep, ami
Cordon rose and passed into tlie other
room, trying to realize what all this
meant, a richer man for this experi-
ence of human friendship, but a poorer
man for the loss out of his earth strug-
gle of one of the bravest, tenderest,
truest souls his manhood would ever
know.

"Dear David!" he said and lot the
teat's flow unrestrained. "Your hopr-les- s

love story. Hopeless? Did ever
man love a woman like Grace Andrews
without ennobling himself ?'' And when
a little later he went In and saw the
cold, pale face he thought he could see
theie the triumph of love's great work
in the glory which it always leaves
with humanity, for as long as the
world shall stand and men shall suf-
fer, so long shall the true love of man
for woman redeem the earth from its
curse and ghe to both a place of honor
with the divine.

CHAPTHK YTTT.

fStlf 1 I
OlIN CORDON was

tending the two
letters that Daid
Barton hud received
from the old lady,
Mi s. Captain George
Kthnghain. The fu-

neral service had been held in obedi-

ence to Barton's icquest. Cordon, Har-

ris, Williams and a small group of
newspaper men had come up to the
rooms. Falmouth read a simple servi-

ce', and he and Cordon and Harris and
Williams afterward went out to the
cemetery. When it was all over, Cor-

don, in accordance with his friend's
wishes, came back to the rooms. Bar-

ton's will left ti'ot of bis personal ef-

fects to his friend. Tlie furniture and
books he gave to Hope House. A small
sum of money was divided among a
few of the Colorado people who had
been helped by. Barton and were still
in need.

After Gordon had attended to these
simple details, his heart still burning
over the events that had become his-

tory after the tire, he at last came to
Barton's desk and the disposal of its
contents. There was almost no cor-

respondence. A simple formal note ad-

dressed to Miss Andrews asked her
to accept the furniture, pictures and
books and use them in whatever way
seemed best to her. Any stranger
might have written it. Ar. Gordon read
the cold, formal statement he said to
himself, "She will never know 1 sup-

pose it's all right-b- ut oh, David, to
think of dying of hunger!"

One of the letters from Mrs. KQing-ha-

had been opened. It was dated
eight days earlier than the other, which
had come to Biiiiou on the dav of his
death, and still remained unopened.
The llrst letter was written lu a tine,
close style, but remarkably legible and
free from wavering or uncertain end-
ings.
Mr. David Barton:

My Dear Sir The promise I mntle to
your iili'iiil .Mr. Cordon that 1 would

llto ou uflcr soeliu,- - my gi iiiiilson In
prumlsu 1 take ple.inuu la fultlllliig here-
with.

My Bianilson has recovered his health
to n laiKc hut the physicians s.iy
ho must lenum In tills climate or ho will
l,o hi iluiiKir f a collapse. Tills Is a

lo mo personally, as 1 hint
Imped to lake him hack with mo to

Tho Lord ntul sometimes tho physi-
cians know lii'tier tli.ui we ilo, ami 1 am
resigned to llin (.mil's will anyhow unit
to the itoi'lors' unless this 1h .1 scheme
on their part to miiUi) something out of
my grandson a cuse, 1 shall ntuy hcru un-
til I had out

Mr Barton, sir words of mlno cannot
say to you tile deep giat.tude 1 feel for
the great kindness you showed my poor
wandering gr mist a When you ijipeil
him that nlelii ami put Mnir hand 011 I la
shoulder M Hi s Id a ioviii; word lo I'l 1

you save 1 lem from botnp thing w r

point of cursing tioil nnd dying. Tin- - l,,jrd
bless yon, sir, nnd give ou peine.

Now, 1 realize, of thai y.u 11m
not one lo desire icw-Hr- other lli.in
which conns to fveiy lirnvn poul (hut a
lis duty, Iml 1 nin 11 rich old woman, n 1

no relatives except IIiIh liny out ln-- i ntul
1 would Count It 11 great honor In be pi, v..
leged to do something with a portlo . f
Iny means hi some wny that yen m ijlit
suggest. J11 11 city like yoiirw II nre, i.C

touisr. vry many cnuirs that upiniil lo
your Immunity, U'IihI makes your leurt
in be the hurdout? Let me know wle r. 11

few lli'jusiiiid dollars will do tl e iremt
good. 1 have looked Into your f.ire ir,
though jfi never mw mine, end 1 k,nn
full well tlia tho llmo hem v.'lih yoi U
brief. Thiink lod, sir, It hus brave.
When you inur" I nun on the otler nj, ,
the tlfty and five odd years dl?r n lu
our livis will not be nny gulf brtwim s.
f'r my heart has never grown old. 111,1 I
shall hi' rejoiced to count you iiiiiijiih I no
noble frl'Mids who have made life worth
while. The captain will be glad in r,i t
you. Tell him I have not foigottrn 7
lie I00I13 mid hopo ho has not lniiigf.t
overmuch! I fun, nlr. with great r t
und grulltude. lalthfully yours.

MUH. (.'APT. etKUlUJB BI'TINfllf A.M.

The allusion to the captain innde
Gordon smile a little. But his face re
gabied its usual quiet seriousness as
he took up the second letter and slow-
ly opened and read it.
Mr. David Dm ton:

Aty lJn.,1-- l'rlcnd I hasten at on"i to
answer your lejdy lo my llter, f,,r yo ir
word." nsmire me that tin- - days iro i,w
for joi on the eaith. (tod grant y i
piaee. sir. both of mind and spirit

Wh.it you fav about your Irnnd Mr
Cordon nnd (lie work ha 1h doing mn r, 4
me exceedingly. 1 liavo read 11 little ubo ir
Miss Andrews, and ( bellnvo hi what
Is doing. If ll lur Hie or Mr. Coidou w (

write me slullns the immediate n. Ih 01
the settlement. I will tend soinethesr
'l'h only condldon t mak" is a tn,(i 1
(hut my mime bo not used anywhere in
connection with the gift. I don't wani to
seo my name over a doorway. "T'"

Ctorgo Bltingham "itetr-a- f or
"The .Mrs. Captain George i:illngh,,m
Free Rending Jtoom and l.llirar." Aidn
fioin that 1 don't caie whut is deiv well
the money: only I wont to know Low
miirh will do something real well. I ks
the bleu of putting It Into something D,at
will holp children. Why on rarth m y
one wants to live In .1 city it he can 1, ,1

anyv.liire 1I50 1" a puzzle to me, but after
they once get tliHp I suppoiei wo ca.i t
uak too many iie.'stlon.s about It at
least asking the questionK will not re'10 0
the situation that hai already been m.i te.

J am Mire the captain will be pleased
with th upe made nf his moii'y. It i.a
auks you any iiuestioiiH about 11. ,e'i h. ri
I have enough to burv mv pnnr :d
body decently and left the house and

to the Ka.H India Marine m
Jle need not worry about any-

thing!
If you am not able to answer thu. I irn

the whole matter nv;r to your ,rind. I
shall await ;i letter from him or from
Miss Andr'trs. The Lord blcfs ou. s r,
and mav he meet you him?ei' as vrej jianor. With respect and uffection, your
friend.

MUS. CAPT. GEORCiE HFFINUIIAM.
John Gordon reread this letter with

glistening eyes. The hand of Daid
Barton seemed to reach out of the
shadows and grasp his own wilh h.s
old hearty benignant cheerfulness
"Cod bless you, David!" Cordon said
reverently as he put the letters in h"
pocket and hastened down to Hop-- ?

House to show them to Grace An-

drews.
As she read her blue eyes grew

thoughtful. It seemed at last nt If
some part of her desire for the people
was going to lie gratilied,

"She does not say how much she
wants to give," Miss Andrews re-

marked as she finished reading.
"No, only she says, ! want to know

how much will do something, real
well.' '

"We could use almost any amount,"
the words were uttered softly and the
gue of the blue eyes was on the scene
vi.siole from the library windows.

Tho district burned over was about
three blocks on one side of Hope H'iu'
and two blocks on the other. I'epi
pared with the entire tenement di-- t' t
it was only a black speck on the 1 'v
map. The people who were bii'iinl
out were now crowded into the otle r
tenuiients. If conditions of ocr
crowding before the hie were inde-
scribable, they were now beyond en-

durance even to the .wretches who
had before endured the indent ibable.
The city hud begun the work of ilenu-in-

away the debt is in Bowen street,
but prngros was slow. Carts w, re
going by tilled with itibbish. H"pti
House itself contained still many v.c-tiiu- s

whose condition was so precarious
that thi'y could not yet bo remmeil
to the hospitals. Tho lesources of the
building had been taxed to its estr n,e
limit. But th-.- ' outside scene was what
Misi Andrews saw now with some
gleam of promise shining out of those
letters. Groups of children gather, 1

over the buruvd area, poking ) the
ashes or among the bricks and Uiue
for trifles that were eagerly treasured
as souvenirs of the tragedy. The whole
dreary, dismal, melancholy wretched-
ness of the scene had not one ray of
comfort anywhere, except that wh ,

lay in the two letters in her lap. And
even with that what could be done';

"If that desert of ashes could La

transformed into a park, Miss An-

drews." Gordon suggested. They hail
botli reached the same conclusion at
the same time.

"I'.irks and playgrounds, the two
sweet '1'V of my life," she said wist-full-

"but it would cost"- - -

"How much do you suppose Mrs.
Captain George Klllngliani is worth';'

"I have no idea, have you';"
"Not the lea-- t. Why not write and

!;le her a frank account of tho facts?
If the old lady wants to add some of
the spicy fragrance of life to children,
here is her opportunity. I.el Ford send
her photographs of the burned district.
Including the swaruis of children ln,e
those out there now, and let Us leave
It to her to give what sho will."

"That is good. Will you wtite the
letter';"

".No: you write it. She know yon
by reputation, 1 am a nobody to her"

"Very well, 1 will write the loiter.
You and Mr, Ford secure the photo-
graphs."

Gordon and Ford went out that aft-
ernoon and secured several photo-
graphs taken by newspaper men i.t
the time of the lite Itself. In two
days tlie group was made up and, to-

gether with Miss Andrews' letter, scut
on to Mrs, Captain George Ktllngltain,
as strong a plea for parks and play-
grounds as human' language and the
camera ever presented. Gordon read
Uie letter and marveled at It. It set his
heart afire. It made ldin long for mil-

lions to give, to buy up city deserts and
transform them into paradise. It was
tlie reading of this letter that caused
him to wonder with lucreasi'd ainazi
lib lit at the extravagant and heart-
less wkkedness of a luxurious ciVillrti
tlon that spends more on the thdigs it
eats tint are uuuectssary lu one day
than it gives to feed stimed eh Idhoil


